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Deliver us: anon, she'll beat her women,
Because her nose is red. Lady P. I pray you, view
This tire, forsooth: are all things apt, or no? First Worn. One hair a little, here, sticks out, forsooth, Lady P. Does't so, forsooth? and where was your dear sight,
When it did so, forsooth! What now! bird-eyed?
And you, too ? Tray you, both approach and mend it.
Now, by that light, I muse you are not ashamed!
I, that have preach'd these things so oft unto you,
Read you the principles, argued all the grounds,
Disputed every fitness, every grace,
CaU'd you to counsel of so frequent dressings -Nan. More carefully than of your fame or honour. Lady P. Made you acquainted, what an ample dowry
The knowledge of these things would be unto you,
Able, alone, to get you noble husbands
At your return: and you thus to neglect it!
Beside, you seeing what a curious nation
The Italians are, what will they say of me ?
The English lady cannot dress herself.
Here's a fine imputation to our country!
Well, go your ways, and stay i' the next room.
This fucus was too coarse too; it 's no matter.
Good sir, you'll give them entertainment? Volp. The storm comes toward me. Lady P. How does my Volpone ? Volp. Troubled with noise, I cannot sleep; I dreamt
That a strange fury entered, now, my house,
And, with the dreadful tempest of her breath,
Did cleave my roof asunder. Lady P. Believe me, and I
Had the most fearful dream, could I remember 't -Volp. Out on my fate! I have given her the occasion
How to torment me: she will tell me hers. Lady P. Methought, the golden mediocrity,